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when once thoroughly debused and scrubbed, the trouble and
expense of upkeep was trifling, and that with decent treatment
she was reasonably faithful.
No one could be greatly concerned over the fate or morals of
the native women, some of whom changed homes and husbands
almost as often as gowns. But what to do with adolescent and often
pretty girls, of whose white or Indian fathers the mothers them-
selves could never be quite sure, was a grave problem* While
still children many of them had been taken to Government
mission schools for education and training, in the hope that
when sent back to their villages they would assist in leading their
people from darkness to light. It was a pleasant, soul-satisfying
dream, with terrible odds against its realization.
I was in Shakan, a fishing village on Prince of IVales Island,
when Mary Jones and Man* Williams were thus returned after
eight or ten years in the Indian school at Chexnawa. The girls,
scrubbed within an inch of their lives, neatly clad, and radiant
with the enthusiasm and bloom of youth, stood at the ship's rail
while she docked, searching anxiously for some familiar face, for
some friendly greeting. No one whom they knew was theres but
no less than a dozen white fishermen were already eyeing them
covetously.
Late that afternoon I ran across Mary Williams, standing
despairingly outside a small dilapidated shack on the beach.
Squatting on the dirt floor inside was her mother, a veritable
hag, weaving a basket in the midst of indescribable filth such as I
had seldom seen in a human habitation. It was plain that mother
and daughter had reached an impasse, that the situation was as
impossible for the daughter as it appeared to me.
It proved to be even more impossible than it looked. The old
woman's small watery eyes lighted with greedy understanding
when I stepped inside; her mind was incapable of finding but
one reason for my presence.
"Twenty-fi dollar/9 she mumbled, stretching forth a grimy paw.
**She nice, good girl; she same like white girl.**
Here, certainly, was a golden opportunity to do some uplifting*
The local missionary was spending a few days at a cannery when
I called at the parsonage, and his wife, the only white woman
within twenty miles, regretted firmly that she had no spare loom
for Mary William^ not even in the chwcfa.
**I ikqow all about them girls," she began darkly. "I .saw